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sign of the cross, and said, "The Lord has at last permitted
me to see once more this promised land."
Near the guidepost stood the shack of a frontier guard, a
disabled veteran of the Turkish war. Dostoevsky called him,
took a bottle of spirits and some glasses out of the baggage,
and those who were going from one world to another
clinked glasses with him who must stay at this post. Then
Dostoevsky, his wife and his stepson went to pick straw-
berries in the woods.
When the Dostoevskys arrived in Kazan their entire for-
tune consisted of one hundred and twenty rubles in cash. The
two hundred rubles that Mikhail had promised to send to
this city had not yet arrived, and Feodor Mikhailovich did
not receive them until ten days later. On August 10, more
than six weeks after they had left Semipalatinsk, the Dosto-
evskys reached Tver. But in this gray, ugly and extremely
provincial city Feodor Mikhailovich did not find rest. "I am
suffocated in Tver/' he wrote to Wrangel, "I am worse off
here than in Semipalatinsk. It is dark and cold; the buildings
are of stone; there is not the slightest life; not even a library.
It's a real prison."
Dostoevsky rented a small furnished apartment in a house
where Pushkin had lived. His older brother came to spend
a few days with him and cheered him up for a little while,
but after Mikhail's departure, he again sank into impatient
melancholy. "You have gone, and I realize that we did not
renew our acquaintance as we should have, that we did not
entirely open our hearts to each other, that we did not reveal
ourselves. . . ." He was lonely and bored, and he felt that
he was wasting precious time.